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pilgrim, he rose up on his hind legs and licked Sam's bleeding
wrist. Having tasted his new master's blood, so desperately shed
by himself, nothing could exceed the animal's intense contentment.
He stretched himself out on the ground at Sam's feet, not
lying as most dogs do, but with his feathery legs stretched
straight out behind him.
Sam had not been long seated on his bench, when a tremulously
vibrant feeling, that could only be described as a shiver of
exultant ecstasy, flowed through him. "I have seen it! I have seen
it!" the heart within him cried; and in a vague, delicious, dreamy
reverie he became aware of an important psychic change in his
inmost self-consciousness. This change was nothing less than a
coming together of his body and soul. Although his soul still felt
independent of his body, and free of his body, it no longer felt
contemptuous of his body. It had ceased to utter its mandates in
the tone of a slave-driver. Its mere presence within his body at
this moment seemed to make Sam's flesh feel porous and trans-
parent, as if large, cool, undulating waves were sweeping through
it.                                              ,
Presently, towards the seat where he rested, came a solitary
girlish figure; which, as it approached him, assumed the unmis-
takable form of Miss Angela Beere. What this strange girl was
doing in that place, on the edge of Wirral Park, at half-past two
on Sunday afternoon, Sam was not inquisitive enough to ask
her; but it was clear that even Angela's virginal placidity was a
little startled and ruffled by seeing a dishevelled man rise up
from the side of a black dog, a dog whom he held fast by
means of a bright blue necktie!
"What a beautiful little dog!" was however this imperturbable
young lady's greeting, as if it were the most natural thing in
the world to encounter the son of Mat Dekker between Wirral
Hill and Beckery Mill on a quiet Sunday. "Oh, what a darling
little spaniel!"
Sam felt so abysmally happy at that moment that in his con-
fused rapture he raised the small gloved fingers she held out to
him to "his lips and made way for her to sit down by his side.
The little black dog who had already shown signs of intense
nervousness at the approach of this composed figure in her cos*